44                  MARY STUART.             ACT i.

Mary Stuart.           Would I weep for that,

Woman or child, I have had now years enough
To weep in \ thou wast never French in heart,
Serving the queen of France.   Poor queen that was,
Poor boy that played her bridegroom! now they seem
In these mine eyes that were her eyes as far
Beyond the reach and range of oldworld time
As their first fathers' graves.

Enter SIR AMYAS PAULET.
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Paulet.                               Madam, if now

It please you to set forth, the hour is full,
And there your horses ready.

Mary Stuart.                       Sir, my thanks.

We are bounden to you and this goodly day
For no small comfort   Is it your will we ride
Accompanied with any for the nonce
Of our own household?

Paukt.                        If you will, to-day

Your secretaries have leave to ride with you.

Mary Stuart. We keep some state then yet.    I

pray you, sir,

Doth he wait on you that came here last month,
A low-built lank-cheeked Judas-bearded man,
Lean, supple, grave, pock-pitten, yellow-polled,
A smiling fellow with a downcast eye ?

Paulet. Madam, I know the man for none of mine.

Mary Stuart. I give you joy as you should give
God thanks,